A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
throughout our area. Later, when the warmth arrives,
the stench from decomposed bodies becomes so
great that we have to sprinkle disinfectants on the
ground. One officer is evacuated suffering from
blood poisoning, a rat having bitten him on the
nose, while asleep. We are worse than scavengers!
War is a dirtier game than is generally known. I go
on leave for ten days and enjoy every moment of the
time, save the parting; and as the coming back is
always so bad, I sometimes hesitate to go on leave
at all as each parting grows worse, instead of
better.
The old redan has become a veritable hell-hole,
as it is easily reached by hostile mortar fire. In
February, George Gaffikin holds it and we are
attacked. We are ready. The artillery receive our
secret Very light signal and hell is let loose. George
keeps his head and as a reward is personally men-
tioned in Sir Douglas Haig's first despatch in June,
as is also the whole battalion. Later, an officer,
Rochdale by name, who once went to Amiens for
ten days on private business, is sitting in the redan
dugout at 2 ajn. with his company commander.
I enter. They show me a peculiar German rifle
grenade and say it is of new design, ^s Rochdale
understands bombs I suggest he takes it down and
examines it when we come out to rest. He agrees.
The big trench mortars then start. Everything is
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